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tunity to visit the Kutub Minor. There was famine in the
land. At every station I had passed upon the way were
piled the hides of bullocks, and from the train you might
see their skeletons lying, each one bleaching where it
died for want of fodder, scattered here and there on the
brown and burning earth; for even every river bed was
waterless, and not a single blade of green could you
descry, for many hundred miles. And hence it came
about, that as I gazed upon the two emaciated hacks
that were to pull me from the station, a dozen miles
out, and as many more back, I could bring myself to sit
behind them only by the thought that thereby I should
save them from a load far greater than my own, that
would have been their fate on my refusal. Therefore we
started, and did ultimately arrive, in the very blaze of
noon.

The Kutab Mindr is a needle of red stone, that rises
from a plain as flat as paper to a height of two hundred
and fifty feet; and you might compare it, as you catch,
approaching, glimpses of it at a distance, to a colossal
chimney, a Pharos, or an Efreet of the Jinn. The last
would be the best. For nothing on the surface of the
earth can parallel the scene of desolation which unrols
itself below, if you climb its 380 steps and look out
from the dizzy verge : a thing that will test both the
muscle of your knees and the steadiness of your nerves.
Round you is empty space: look down, the pillar bends
and totters, and you seem to rock in air; you shudder,
you are falling; and away, away below, far as the eye